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CLEVELAND’S SMILE. 


WHEN Grover Cleveland came down from 
Albany to attend the benefit for the actors’ 
fund—by the way we ave heard that he did 
not buy his ticket for this excursion, but was 
indebted to the hospitality of the New York 
Central for his ride; but this we can hardly 


believe—however, when he came, he seems to 





have been in a most agreeable frame of mind. 
How often he smiled during the run from 
Albany is not stated, but from the moment | 
he landed in New York, and fell under | 
the observant eye of the reporter, he seems 
to have done little else. He smiled as he | 
entered he 
acknowledgements, smiled as he caught Ir- 


his box, smiled as bowed his 
ving’s eye, and smiled again when one of the 
chorus girls looked at him. He smiled as 
he left the house, whence he appears to have 
vanished like the Cheshire cat in ‘ Alice 
in Wonderland,” disappearing gradually 
till nothing was left of him but the grin. 
He even smiled when a vendor of holiday 
toys on the sidewalk importuned him to buy 
a jumping jack, urging that it would amuse 
the baby; but we fancy this last smile must 


have been rather forced. 





** Let those laugh 
is very good and sound advice, 
but Cleveland’s victory was such a very nar- 


who win,” 


row one, that no doubt he considered a smile 
a3 furnishing all the hilarity that the occasion 
called for. And to smile well you should 
have practice. 


sy all accounts the Governor 
has had plenty of practice. 





THE WOLF AT THE DOOR. 





Tue election of a Democratic President—- 
that is not quite right. 
know he isa Democrat? 





stop; How do we 
Theelection, then, 


of a President by the Democrats—stop; that 


} 
| 


| the land instantaneously. 


the Democrats did not elect him. Well 


not to put too fine a point upon it, the elec- | 


tion of Grover Cleveland already bids fair to 


verify the dark forebodings which the contem- 


| plation of his victory excited in conservative 
minds. Already a stagnation of trade, ashut- 


ting down of workshops and discharge of la- 


borers is noted all over the country. To be 


| will not do, either; for everyone knows that | « The Merchant of Venice” 


with a ha 
last act 
the Jew does not appear 


Portia, and 


bec ause 


hazard leaves out the 
altoge ther, 
init. Mr. Irving plays Shakespeare, as far 


as possible, in its entirety, and has a Por/ia, 


| in the person of Miss Ellen Terry, who fairly 


Breme . . 1207 
| divides popular interest with Shylock him- 


_ 
| Sel... 


ae | 
sure, it may be causeless; we believe it is, for 


whatever may be the proclivities of Grover 
Cleveland, and whatever may be the policy 
of the Democratic party, Free Trade, with 
its attendant evils, cannot be brought upon 
But the change 
of government has made capital timid and 
distrustful, and labor is the first to suffer. 
This will be a hard winter for the bread- 
The wolf has come to the door, 
and it will be hard to drive him away. The 
worst of it is, that the innocent must suffer 
with the guilty—or, at least, with the ill- 
advised. 


winners. 


The workman whose good sense 
taught him to vote for his bread and butter, 


and Blaine, is involved in the same destruc- | 


tion with the workman who was led blind-fold 


| to vote for Cleveland and the reduction and 


cessation of his own wages. 


It is to be hoped that when the adminis- 





This is only a single instance, but it 
is fairly typical of a supporting company and 
stage management as nearly complete as may 
be, and goes far to account for the seventy 
thousand dollars received by the English 
company during their brief New York 
season. 





ADVICE. 

‘“UnNEASY lies the head that wears a 
crown,” says the bard of Avon, and he might 
have added, uneasy lies the head that is to be 
inaugurated President in March. He has 
so much advice to listen to, if not to take. 
He has the satisfaction of knowing that, no 
matter what he considerable 


does, a very 


| section of the population will believe he has 


tration is absolutely changed, and when peo- | 


| ple learn that Free Trade cannot be brought 


in as easily was Cleveland, this dis- 


as 


| trust, which is paralyzing the industries of 


the country, will cease. Meanwhile, it is 


converted into one of famine and suffer- 
ing by such an untoward accident 


ity, 
as the 
result of the recent election. 





IRVING AND BOOTH. 


Mr. Irvine recently concluded a four 
weeks’ engagement at a city theatre, during 
which the receipts amounted to very nearly 
seventy thousand dollars. A great many 
people take exception to the fact that Mr. 
Irving can draw more money, in the same 
length of time, than can Mr. Booth, and 
appear to think that this state of affairs is 
a reflection upon American patriotism. In 
reality, the question is not one of patriotism 
at all, butof value received. Whileit may be 
a matter of taste and individual preference 
whether Mr. Booth or Mr. Irving be the 
greater actor, there is no comparison in the 
matter of the support with which the two 
actors have been in the habit of surrounding 
themselves. With Mr. Irving the smallest 
positions are adequately filled. The man 
who has only a few lines to speak, speaks 
them as they should be spoken; the dresses 
are handsome and the scenery is appropri- 
ate, and the ensemble always fills and satis- 
fies the eye. With Mr. Booth, the interest 
of his performances begins and ends with the 
star. There is no wealth of scenery, no 
laborious propriety of costume, and, too 


| often, only very mediocre talent, even in the 


principal supporting roles. Mr. Booth plays 


he 1 ‘tial hick reason. 
none the less pitiable to see a year which } 
: I ; : | one man may, as Dr Burchard has exempli- 
should have been one of plenty and prosper- | ¢ 4 





done wrong; he has so many enemies to 
placate; so many friends to conciliate; so 
many henchmen to reward. If this be true 


in a general way, how doubly true it is just 


now, and of Cl 


veland. His election was so 


close and so fortuitous that any little rag-tag 
and bob-tail of a party may claim to have 
been the weight that turned the wavering 


scale, and the claim will have some show 


Nay, so small an individual unit as 


have been sufficient 
Under these 
must Cleveland be grateful too? 


to the 
who 
Shall it be to 
the Independents, or Burchard, or Beecher, 
or Conkling and the Stalwarts, or shall it be 


( hange 


result. circumstances, 


to the mass of the great Democratic party? 
Whatever selection he may make, he will 
make plenty of enemies. Perhaps he had 
better consult Mr. Hendricks and let the 
tail wag the dog for once. ‘To be sure, it is 
usually the dog which wags the tail, because 
as Lord Dundreary explains, 
If,” 
adds, ‘‘ the tail were stronger than the dog, 
then the tail would wag the dog.” Well, at 
last the Democratic ticket has presented us 
with that tail 

stronger than the dog. It may as well com- 


the dog is 


stronger than the tail. ‘“ his lordship 


lusus nature—a which is 
mence to wag its attachment first as last, 
and then hey for race sovereignty and the 
Solid South! 





THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET. 

It begins to look as though the fruits 
of the Democratic victory would prove, in 
the end, to be but apples of Sodom, fair and 
pleasant outwardly, but turning to ashes and 
bitterness on the lips that taste them. For 
the Democrats, even while fully prepared to 
live up to the good old, satisfying doctrine, 
**to the victors belong the spoils,” cannot 
see how the Independents are to be treated 
when the official loaves and fishes come to 
be dealt around. 


There is a good deal of 
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human nature in the complaint of the 


workers in the vineyard who grumbled, 
when the pay-roll was called, that these men 
‘“came only at the eleventh hour, and thou 
hast made them equal to us, who have born 
the heat of day.” Ilow 
would that complaint have been intensified 
if the old had found themselves 
docked in order that the new comers might 


burden and 


workmen 
reccive a full day’s wages. 


Yet this The 


hungry southern Democrats, who have staid 


is how the case stands. 


with the party faithfully through all its dark 
the northern 
too, for that matter—know toa nicety how 


hour—aye, and Democrats, 


much patronage there is to be disposed of, 


how many offices, ete., are there for distribu- 


tion among the victors. They know well 
that 


yet they see tl 


there are not enough to go around, and 
iese Independents—their enc- 
mics in every fight but this one—putting in 
a claim for the lion’s share of these spoils. 
It would not be in human nature—certuinly 
not in Democratic human nature, toendure 
such a claim. 

And, withal, thereare grave doubts on the 
Democratic mind as to what manner of man 
In the heat and turmoil 
when theery was “anything to 


they have elected. 
of the battle, 


beat Blaine,” they did not look with a very 


close scrutiny at the character and ante- 
cedents of their candidate. They did not 
study even his political affiliations. They 


were abundantly content to accept the aid 
of the bolting Republicans, without pausing 
to ask why that aid was rendered—why those 
Republicans bolte l. 


of the Curti 


The ery raised by men 
3 stripe—the bitterest foes of 
Democracy—that they supported Cleveland 
because he was a better Repubtican than 


Now 


votes have elected this 


Blaine, passed them, unheeeded, by. 
that their Democratic 
man, the consideration of his political affilia- 
tions will be brought face to face with them 
in such a manner that they will be forced to 
recard them. 

irrepressible Independents are the 
It is a 
little party, these Independents, but 


skeleton in the Democratic closet. 


quaint 
the Democrats are in no mood for laughing 
at it, nor can they, at present, enjoy the 
humor of the siiuation. The bolters are all 
leaders, and they bolted so abruptly that 
they left the greater part of their whilome 
followings behind them. They are a little 
army composed of ofiicers, and without rank 
and file. But while it is the rank and file 
of the army that does the fighting, and the 
officers who claim the reward, it looks as if 
the Democrats would be culled upon to dis- 
tribute more ofiices among the Independents 
the late 
But Democrats, out for five and 
twenty yeas on scant 


than there were blows struck in 
campaign. 
pasture, are not in 
ving away much. Cleveland has 


| 

y . | 
thead of him when he comes to | 
| 


favor of Hs 


lively times 


and the air 


the gathering storm of | 


disburse his official patronage, 
is already heavy with 


grumbling, profanity, and vituperation that 











UNCARED 





is soon to break on his devoted head. 

We Cleveland, and the | 
Democratic party at large, joy of their recent | 
victory. | 


wish Governor 





Connubial Admiration. 


AN AFTER-THE-HONEYMOON ODE. 





OT in her eyes that such eloquence speak, 


AA 


ot in the blush of her velvety cheek, 

ot in the sheen of her bright yellow hair, 
ot in her courtly imperial air, ‘ 

ot in the kisses that hang on her lips, 

ot in her finger’s cute tapering tips, 

in the curve of her chic little foot, 

ot in her wit, aye so gracefully put, 


ot in her ear, like some rose-tinted shell, 
ot in her teeth that no pearls can excel, 


AAAAAAAwAy 


ot in her smile that a saint’s heart might win, | 


‘ 


ot in the dimples that grace her plump chin, 


4 


ot in good sense, in which none are above her, 


‘ 


| 
| 
ot in her breath sweet as blossoming clover, | 
ot inher form as perfection complete, 
Yot in her laugh so melodiously sweet, 


AAAAADAYy 


ot in her neck, than the sloe-blossom whiter, 
Not in her step than the mountain-deer’s lizhter, 
Not c’en in her love that so bindeth pur hearts 
Find I the rapture her presence imparts: 

But in her voice—sweet as Orpheus’ lyre— 

That says: “Stayin bed, John; I'll start up the fire.” 
PATRICK MCARDLE. 


A pocTtor in Reading, Pa., has seventeen 
children. Ie is the family physician. 


Sotrmn ApDREssSER—‘‘ My young friends | 
put not your trust in silverand gold. Aman 
may still be rich though he has lost his all.” 

Precocious hearer—‘‘ Yes, if he’s a shoe- 
muker.” | 

A MELANCHOLY Summer Resorter in wes- | 
tern Pennsylvania, being further depressed 
in mind by the sadness of the bread and the | 
loneliness of the solitary towel, and the like | 
accompanying documents, attempted to com- | 
mit suicide by drowning himself in the 
neighboring ‘‘lake,” but two thirsty cows, | 
getting there before him, left so little water | 
that to accomplish his purpose would have | 
taken more time than he could spare from 
business. Accordingly he still lives. 








— —— 


Jonographs. 


DIAD. 
‘Tread sofily, dear,” 


‘Tor here in 


the old man said, 

his room he lies; 

Dumb are the lips you loved so well, 
And closed are the beautiful eyes. 


** Your hand cannot rouse him now, poor girl; 

Ilis heart stirs not to your cri 

Forvotten is earth and the thines thereof— 
IIe sleeps, let us stifle our sighs.” 


The awful truth came home to her then, 
And she bent o'er the bearded chin: 
“Oh 


, heaven!” she moaned, ‘‘’tis true, he’s dead! 


Dead drunk again, and on gin!” 


A pearl without price —one that is 


| smashed, 


The dark ages—that of a colored family. 


A ship on the stocks is like stocks on the 
market—plenty of water awaits them both. 


Women are notoriously saving in small 
things. For instance, a Hoboken girl is so 
saving of her steps that her unappreciative 
brother actually calls her lazy. 

Mrs. Ilester, of Monroe, Ga., has peach 
brandy made sixty-five years ago. She must 
have hidden it away very carefully to have 
kept it from Mr. Llester all that time. 


Don’t imagine, my son, that you can walk 


|arminarm with the devil to the church- 
| door, and then give him the slip. 


He’ll be 
waiting for you, when you come out, as sure 
as Iades. 


‘*That man’s letters always remind me of 
aswarm of cats,” growled Chinn, as he 
threw down a communication from his law- 
yer. 
‘* Why, how, my dear?” asked the inno- 
cent and confiding wife. 

** Because,” said Chinn, with 
smile, ‘‘ they are all fee—lines.” 


@ sour 


Tim O’Rous went to a dentist to get his 
tooth filled, Before his turn came, the 
screams of the victim in the next room so 
affrighted him, that he took his hat and in- 
ecntinently fled. 

“Sure, did yez git the fillin’ done?” in- 
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A PERAMBULATING PERPLEXITY. 
DunE—‘“‘ 
30v—'* Pon me soul, that's what I'm trying to find 


Waal, what you looking at?” 


out.” 





quired his mother, when Tim arrived home. 

‘* Begorra, Oi did that,” answered Tim 
emphatically. ‘* Oi was so filled wid con- 
sternashun, that divil a soight did the din- 
tist git o’ me.” 


“To bee or not to bee? that is the ques- 
tion,” muttered the raw hand at hivingas he 
lingered at adistance fromtheswarm. When 
the bees got throngh with him, half an hour 
later, he concluded the question was an- 
swered. 


Somebody says, ‘‘ A plain dress commands 
more credit than one covered with flounces 
and furbelows.” This may explain why 
Mrs. Mulecahey wears only a calico wrapper 
instead of her satin de velours when she goes 
to the corner grocery to get the jug filled 
again on tick. 

Have you ever noticed how a short man, 
when walking with another short man, fur- 
tively measures with his eye their respective 
heights, and what a self-satisfied grin he 
wears at the result? Of course, the other 
short man does the same thing, and is ar- 
rayel in the same style of grin, but as each 
thinks the other doesn’t know what he is 
grinning at, the harmony of their intercourse 
is not disturbed. 








KenNepDY, the ‘ greatest chicken fancier 
in America” died recently in Kentucky, full 
of years and money. Moral: gu west, young 
man and fancy chickens. 


Tuoveu there bea good many of the breed, 
in the pulpit and on the stump, the jackass 
generally fails as an orator. The reason, 
perhaps, 1s that when be asks his audience 
to lend him their ears, some of his hearers 
think he is joking, while the rest are 
disgusted ut his cheek. 





FARMER JONES borrowed Smith’s wheel- 
barrow. lle loaned the wheelbarrow to 
Brown on condition that Brown would lend 
him his plow. He loaned the plow to Robin- 
son on condition that Robinson would lend 
him his horse. By this time Jones didn’t 
well know which belonged to whom, so he 
sold the horse and pocketed the money. 
This is a profitable business, It is called 
rehypothecation. 


A Dental 

You ask me, how have I—so young—lost all my 
fixings dental! 

My dear, I once had teeth enough to fill, at least, a 
cental, 

But science unto nature’s gifts is always detrimen- 
tal— 
Especially as practiced by a scientific man. 


Ditty. 


When I was barely twelve years old, I duly was 
apprenticed 

To Dr. Peter Max Van Schwarz, a Grand street 
surgeon dentist; 

In thy grave this day I'm certain thou 
repentest 

The act that bound and gave me to a scientific 


Ah father! 


mun. 


For I was scarcely clothed at all, and very slightly 
rationed, 
The doctor practiced on my mouth in absence of a 
patient; 
The torments to my tiny frame that this pursuit 
occasioned 
Were calmly disregarded by this scicntific man. 


I lost a molar every day, or canine or incisor, 
My teeth rolled oui as rapidly as ever did the Iser, 
And when I howled and said it hurt, my master 
answered ‘‘ fie, sir; 
Science demands some sacrifice from scientific 
men. 


I ventured to remonstrate when his practice reached 
my eye teeth, 
In toothless lispings mumbling, ‘‘ they were not his, 
but my teeth,” 
ce3 indifferently —“‘ Fie, 
teeth 
Should never be an obsta.!le to scientific men.” 


He answered my remonstr. 


Since then I've prospered in the world; I've gained 
a name in science, 

To Schwaiz and all the dentist tribe I fling a grand 
defiance; 

But still I must, to chew my grub. on false teeth 
place reliance, 

And while I eat I'}] ne’er forget that scientific man. 


G. H. JESSOP. 








“ WAKE AND CALL ME EARLY, DARLING.” 


Wire—‘ What's the use of calling you—you never 
get up. 
Hrspaxnp—‘‘ What of it. 


Long as 1 am awake I 
don't overslep myse!f, do I?” 


THE promising young legal gentleman 





two. He had been punctual at bar and 
board, but made no show of bucking up. 
At length the gentlemanly proprietor gave 
him to understand that ‘‘ in this house the 
rule is, pay as you go.” ‘‘ Exactly, but be 
logical, landlord, pay as you go; now I'm 
not going, and I don’t intend to go. Srgo; 





no go, no pay.” 


had occupied the room for the last month or | 








AN 


ANNOYING ANSWER. 


Intst—‘‘ Say, Moke, what fur you carry der um- 
brella?”’ 


CoL.—‘‘ Jess ter see how many fools ask dah ques- 
tion. You be the fust one.” 


Tommy's Magic Lantern. 


Mr. BuMBLETON is engaged to be married 
to Miss Honeydew. 

Miss Iloneydew hasa brother, a small hoy. 
Almost all engaged young ladies have brothers 
that are small bovs, at least such has been 
Mr. Bumbleton’s experience. 

But of all the terrible infants Mr. Bumble- 
ton has been unfortunate enough to come in 
contact with, little Tommy Loneydew is 
about the worst. 

Affairs have reached such astate, that Mr. 
Bumbleton finds that he must get on the 
right side of Tommy or give up the girl. 

Old Honeydew is rich, and Miss Iloneydew 
is sweet, so, on the whole, Mr. Bun bleton 
determines to make Tcmmy a nice Christ- 
mas present, and fondly imegines that after- 
wards Tommy will leave his sister and her 
admirer undisputed occupants of the parlor 
fur one or two evenings, at least. 

Mr. Honc\dew consults the fair Violet as 
to what Tommy most desires in the way of 
a Christmas gift. He is informed that 
Tommy has been longing for a Magic 
Lantern. 

Mr. Bumbleton and Miss Tloneydew ac- 
cordingly visit the largest toy store in town 
and purchase a large and expensive lantern, 
one that can be attached to the gas. 

Miss Violet approves of the gas arrange- 
ment, and says Mama would never allow 
Tommy to manipulate a lamp. Then the 
polite shop-keeper informs the young couple 
that ther will need from six to eight feet of 
small rubber tubing. and that they will find 


| this at some rubber store, 


Mr. Buinbleton orders the Jantern sent to 
his own address, and then, on their way up- 


| town, he and Miss Vivlet drop into the rubber 





store. 

They are so engrossed with one another 
that they never notice Tommy, who is 
selecting for himself a rubber ball. 

The salesman approaches, and Mr. Bum- 
bleton with a bland smile asks for small 
rubber tubing. 

**Did you wish it for a nursing bottle?” 
politely inquired the salesman. 

The bland look disappears from Mr. Bum- 
bleton’s countenance, und Miss Violet turns 
the color of the Jacqueminvt roses she wears. 
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Mr. O'Toor.r—‘‘ Och, put the snuff in the other 
nostril too ; faith, would yer be after showing partiality 
wid your own nose?” 





Just then she discovers Tommy and exclaims, 
**Oh hush, there's Tommy, and he'll hear 
us.” 

Mr. Bumbleton partially recovers his com- 
osure, and as Tommy departs with his new 
Dall, Mr. B explains to the shopkeeper that 
he wishes a rubber tube fora Magic Lantern, 

That evening Mr. Bumbleton callson Miss 
IIonevdew, and while he and old Mr. and 
Mrs. Honeydew are conversing pleasantly, 
Tommy bursts into the room and exclaims, 
“Tsay, Mr. Bumbleton, what were vou anil 
sister buying tubes for nursing bottles for 
this afternoon? ” 

‘Tommy, what do you mean?” exclaims 
Mama. 

‘* Well, that’s what they were doing, for I 
heard what they said in the rubber store,” 
repliet Tommy. 

Violet and Mr. Bumbleton both attempt 
to explain and Tommy is sent from the 
room. 

Bumbleton takes an early departure and 
when he arrives at his rooms stumbles over 
the Magic Lantern that the janitor has left 
at his door. For full five mmutes he hicks 
the machine all over the place and curses in- 
wardly because the lantern isn’t the boy him- 
self. When the janitor knocks to hnow 
what all the row is about he is told to go to 
a place which shall be nameless, and Mr. 
Bumbleton ‘turns in” to dream all night 
of desperate encounters with nursing bottles, 
Magic Lanterns, and small boys of all sizes. 

In the morning he arises and writes care- 
fully on the cover of the box that contains 
the lantern: 

“For Tommy. 
From his future brother-in-law, with love and best 
wishes for a 
Merry Christmas.” 
and muttering an involuntary ‘‘ curse the 
little rascal,” he places the box in his closet 
to await the arrival of Christmus morning. 





A Lesson in Parliamentary Law. 

Ovp Prrsy (at the parlor docr)—‘*‘ Young 
man, do you see the motion of that boot? ” 

Young Perey (on the sofa)—** I do.” 

** Well, that’s a motion to adjourn.” 

And he adjourned before the motion was 
seconded. 





ENTHUSIASTIC YounG Prrson (literary 
turn, sex female)—** But don’t I just dote 
on Tennyson! Mr. Sapheadly told us at 
our reunion Jast mght that his ** Loenst 
Eaters,” his ** Swinburne,’ his “ Ardent 
Eunuch” and his ** Barnaby Nickelby” 
breathed the highest essence of true poetry. 





A PRAIRIE ZEPHYR. 





IntsnMan—‘‘ J was out walkin’, quiet loike, when I 
met a gale!” 





The Biographer of the Creoles. 


Mr. Canir, who is this year making a 
tour of the lecture, or rather the reading 
platform, in company with Mark Twain, 
has made one of the distinctest successes in 
literature which have been achieved of late. 
In his novels he has entered a hitherto un- 
exploited ficld, and has filied it) worthily. 
The picturesque life and quaint characteris- 
ties of the Louisiana Creoles have found in 
Mr. Cable a worthy and appreciative chron- 
icler, There is not one of his becks which 
will not well repay perusal ~ co by the busi- 
cst@of our busy pecr-c. “Dr. Sevier,” 
‘©The Grandissimes,” ‘The Creoles of 
Louisiana,” “™ Creole Days,” every one of 
them, in short, are interesting, clearly told 
stories, charming in their simplicity, fault- 
less in their moral tone, and picturesque 
with the bright, kalcidescopic life of the 
southern race they treat of. The discoverer 
of a new field among the overtrodden paths 
of nineteenth century literature is a public 
benefactor, and Mr. Cable has not only dis- 
covered such u field, but has shown that he 
knows how to improve it to the best ad- 
Vantage, 





Confidential 

‘‘Swert SIXTEEN” writes to inquire if 
it is proper for her Charles Augustus to re- 
main at her house on Sunday evenings Jater 
than ten o’clock, The question comes to me 
so unexpectedly, and sie femper tyrannus, 
that 1 must draw several long and invigor- 
ating breaths, one at a time, before I ean 
reply. In the first place, I would ask 
** Sweet Sixteen ” if she has a dear father. 
If so, what sized boots dees he wear? If 
you have no father, are you possessed of a 
brother large enough to be designated as 
big? If you have a brother, does he own a 
bull dog? Do vou burn gas or coal oil in 
your parlor? What does coal cost in your 
town? Is the coal soft, hard, or do you burn 
wood? Does your front deor squeak when 
you open it? Do you have to turn back the 
night latch when you wish to go ont? Can 
Charles Augustus carry his shoes in his hand 
when necessary, or is he an invalid? Does 
your ma sleep sound'y? Tiow far is it from 
the front door to the curb-stone? What 
time are you called to breakfast in the morn- 
ing? Does Charles go to work at seven 
¥elock on Monday Mornings? I will be 
leased to reply to ** Sweet Sixteen’s ” request 
if she will kindly answer twenty or mure of 
these timely questions. 

* Henry of Akron” asks me on a postal 
card, how far itis from Cleveland to Cin- 
cinnati, This is impromptu, to say the 
least. Inthe first place, Henry does not 
say whether he desires to go by rail, or other- 
wise. Llowever, if he tovk the otherwise 





Advice. 








THE ONLY REASON. 


Wimwow Mvcipoon—“‘ Its rery stupid locke fur yer 
to xit down on yer hat, Mr. O Too'e. 

Mr. O’TvuoLe—“* Jaitih, its ther only won in ther 
room.” 





route he would get there just about as quick- 
lv. The distance between the two cities 
depends upon circumstances. If a man 
walks, in the month of December, the dis- 
tance is about three thousand miles. If you 
go by rail, have a good novel and a box of 
cigars by vour side, and a pretty and talka- 
tive girl in the seat just uhead of vou, the 
distance is about one hundred short miles, 
But, on the other hand, if the Conductor is 
red headed, ill-tempered, and bites off large 
sections of his liver-colored mustache when 
he answers inquiries; if an ugly sardine who 
chews tobacco like a house alire occupies a 
portion of your seat, and a squealing, blue- 
headed infant in the seat back of you grabs 
your back hair with its milky fingers, and 
slods a stream of an unknown something 
down your back, the distance will be just 
about the same as if you had walked, 

‘* Francis” wants to know where spring 
poets come from. Well, here goes. ‘There 
used to exist, in the early davs of Peruvian 
poetry, a fable, the pith of which was that 
sprig poets were born. Philosophers, in 
later years, however, opined that poets were 
made to order. But spring poets are now a 
rarity. Once in a great while the able- 
bodied farmer, when at the plow, turns upa 
spring poet, shakes the loam {from his feat- 
ures, fattens him in the barn until winter, 
and then takes him to town along with his 
winter wheat and sells him to the village 
newspaper with the patent intestines, Spring 
peets are plowed up no oftener than are the 
stone war clubs of the mound builders, and 
they are equally as useful. 

WILL M. CLEMENS, 








Mrs. Battery O'Bell. 


I NAVE the misfortune to be married to 
an clectric Colonel. Llis name is ** Battery 
O'Bell.” I am not the least bit electric 
myself, but oh, dear me! I am forced to live 
in one perpetual current of electric fluid. I 
am sure you would be shocked even to hear 
what I have to endure every day and hour, 
If L enter my poor cracked husband's work- 
shop on any matter of busincss—I never go 
there for pleasure—he is sure to greet me 
with a speech like this: 

** My dear, will you put this wire in con- 
nection with the one in the left hand corner, 
press the bell twice, firmly, and, if you have 
any observation to make, go to the upper 
hall, whistle three times, and speak through 
my new telephone.” 

But I have a word or two to say first, so I 
reply very much to the point: ‘* No, Colonel 
Battery O Bell, I will not whistle three times 
for you or any other man, I came here for 

















«a 





-~— (a oe 


We eaion 
Fae Sn Sa RE cms 


OF we He 


Pas 7 One MERE 


Sa 





























THE JUDGE. 





UU) 


FLL CA 





Ok AY 


ce 


THE LA8? of HE SUM ERD 
VELEN ACERS 





some serious conversation, and if you do not | 

mend your ways I will put myself oud of con- 

nection with you—push you firmly away— | 

and make a few observations without the aid 

of a telephone which may perhaps surprise 
ou. 

But the fact is, the man is a fool. He 
thinks hecan make things better and cheaper 
than the man who has really studied it as a 
srofession. Just in the same way he thinks 
pow to be able to make my own dresses 
as well as a regular dressmaker. He objects 
to pay my bills and little Marjory Muicro- 
phone’s, for that is the name he insisted on 
giving our eldest daughter, but he does not 
care one fig how much he spends on wires, 
and electricity, and rubbish of that sort. 
Not a step can I take in the house without 
stumbling over a wire, and this morning 
poor little Marjory tumbled into a large bat- 


immense pieces of cells stuck in her face. 
Then he has also established a telephonic 
wire communicating with all the stores we 
deal at, the result of which is that there are 
almost constant applications for the settle- 
ment of unpaid accounts booming into my 
reluctant ear. 

Summer and winter I must stay at home. 
I never get a change, because the Colonel 
does not care for any place nearer than the 
moon. He spent all our spare cash building 
an observatory to see itfrom. Stupid place! 
No one respectable ever goes there. I want 
society, and, as I tell him, that can not be 
had on the top of an observatory, half way 
up to the sky, on a winter night. He says 
‘*he must go with the times,” and follow 
the ‘‘ march of science.” I know he marches 
the heels out of his socks quicker than any 
man | ever saw. But its all very well talk- 
ing, some money I must get. ‘There is no 
way of approaching him on any subject 
except throngh the telephone, so here goes 
for the three whistles. 


“‘ Don’t cry over spilt milk” or you'll be 
fined for adulterating the article. 


‘*Empty sacks won’t stand,” but folks 
can stand better when they ain’t too full. 


‘Two heads are better than one.” 
they anyway? 
more. 


ar Are 
Chen let us each go ahead 


as 


“* As the tree falls so it lies.” But folks 
are not like trees, either—where they are 
likely for falling they mostly lies first. 


A Plea for the Bang. 

Some irresponsible writers would outlaw 
the female bung without a hearing. Tlence 
this humble plea: 

The bang has a raison d'etre fer above the 
mere caprice of a Frenchwoman. Long be- 
fore the bang was seen on the brow of Beauty 
it had adorned the forehead of the Beast. 
It had been employed in the decoration of the 
angel face of the Digger Indian generations 
before it was seen and admired at the Closerie 
de Lilas. With the untamed mustang of the 
Texan llanos, and the untamed colt of all 
breeds it has been the mode for ages. The 
gentle calf would not disdain it if the creature 
were blessed with a fore mane. Why then 


| pitch into as a fashionable folly what the 


children of nature do so greatly affect. Of 


| course, it has its faults and one of its chief 
tery, and when I picked her up she had three | 


faults isthat there is not enough of it. Ex- 
tend it quite round the female head and what 
labors of twisting and curling were saved. 
What precious hours might the sex spare from 
the toilet and devote to improvement of their 
immortal—bonnets! Besides getting rid of 
that aggravating ‘* back hair,” which the 
average paragrapher can no more resist than 
he can the undying yallow dawg. 

And if the unfair sex should adopt the 
bang, it might help to subdue with its wavy 
softness the hard glitter of brass on the fore- 
head of the gentle shepherd. If permitted 
to descend below the forehead it would be 
useful for the purpose of protecting from 
the public gaze the terder cheek of the 
Chicago drummer, or hiding the blushes cf 
the New York bummer, when found guiity 
of a fat contract. Also it might be utilized 
as a veil drawn over the rank luxuriance of 
the doodling whisker. But even in its 
present unlengthened state, if transplanted 
to the masculine front, it would be con- 
siderable of a refuge for all of us when 
called on in song or story to “‘ gaze upon that 
noble brow.” 


=> 





| THE salutes fired in the City Hall Park, 
| last month, were the first guns of victory 

fired by the Democrats since they fired on 
| Fort Sumter in 1861. 


—— 

| Mr. Oxpcvck takes it like a philosopher 

| of the new school: ‘‘ Prissy didn’telope, you 

| know; she had been reading a good deal 

| about woman's sphere, and went and—no she 

| didn’t elope—she merely dev-eloped into 
something higher. Prissy was always up to 
the times.” 





A Wild, but Wery Wicious Wail. 


O Susan, Susan Vandusen, 
My faith you are abusin’, 
In you there’s no more trustin’; 
My heart it is a bustin’, 
And tears run down my smeller— 
You ve got another feller, 

O, Susan, 

Vandusen! 


O Susan, Susan Vandusen, 
Such treatment ain't amusin’; 
For you I've long been sighin’, 
My sighin’s turned to cryin’. 
Do you know what you're doin? 
You've gone and been my ruin, 
O Susan 
Vandusen. 


O Susan, Susan Vandusen, 
My love you are refusin’, 
You smile upon that villain, 
And me you're surely killin’. 
O how Id like to deaden 
That fellow er 


Susan 


the weddin’, 


Vandusen. 


O Susan, Susan Vandusen, 

"Tis you I am accusin’, 

I feel, while sorrers thicke n, 

I'm a Jate-lamented chicken. 

I'm supprose by 

That I ll go imbibe some pisen, 
O Susan 


Vandusen 


such surprisin’ 


O Susan, Susan Vandusen, 
I thought I was 
Your promise you're not keepin’; 


your choosin’; 
I'm a-waitin’ and a weepin’; 

I find no rest in snoozin’, 

My senses I am losin’, 

I'll spend my life abusin’ 
Misusin’, 


Susan 


and accusin’ 


Vandusen 
4. W. BELLAW. 





An Interview with Bob Ingersoll. 

THE reporter found Mr. Ingersoll diligent- 
ly engaged in the task of memorizing a re- 
vival hymn. The reverend gentleman has 
a long rm aked nose, a Jean and even haggard 
visage, which enhances the clerical look of 
the good old m:n; for he does not, like too 
many of his cloth, affect to lay aside that 
severe exterior which well becomes a 
preacher of the word. His speech has the 
real old time Puritan flaver. He is incessant- 
ly reneating such phrases as ‘*the lord will- 
ing,” under the blessing of rrovidence,” 
interspersed with many edifying grouns and 
sighs. The reporter was pl ased further to 
note that Mr. Ivgersoll sticks to the tech- 
nology of his profession, invariably calling 
a wife a ‘‘companion” and speaking of lis 
fellow-citizens as ‘‘ poor sinners.” What 
heightens the effect of all this is the patriar- 
chal beard of a s) whiteness which over- 
spreads the brea. of the venerable man. 

It is well known that the Rev. Robert has 
great faith in the efficacy of prayer. Apropos 
of which he related the following andecdote. 
It seems that many years ago, b« fore he had 
cast out the old man Adam, he was a lawyer, 
and as such took part in a trial which some 
aged readers may have heard of under the 
name of the Routed Star Case. One of the 
witnesses, it seems, was so set in his evil ways 
that it was found impossible to get the truth 
outof him. Fortunately the Court happened 
to be a humble Christian, and called on the 
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AN INSIDIOUS 


INSINUATION. 

Mr. Murpuy—‘ /f ther ould woorld be round, do 
yez ni rnd, I I stand straight on it, an its going 
round all ther while.” 


Mr. Georcr Wasuineton JoNEs—‘ Golly, yo: 
don't stan, Boss, no “ay Yer (ies down most the time, 
and its y head at goes round,” 





ANIMAL INSTINCT. 
Par Hunrer—‘‘ / wonder what the ould bast is 
running for now, whin divil a shot have I let off ! ig 
Boy * Och, I suppos its ata safe distance it wants 
to ln hin ye do shoot.” 


attorney for the prosecution to wrestle with | voices in the grand old hymn: “‘ Oh tell me 


the witness in prayer. 
much helped in the good work by the bench, 
and a majority of the juryand the bar. Mr. 
Ingersoll assured the reporter that there was 
such an outpouring that the contrite witness 
not only made answer to all questions, but 
voluntarily confessed that he himself, assis- 
ted by one of the gentlemen of the jury, had 
(acting under the advice of a Cincinnati law- 
yer) helped the prisoner to get the mail bag, 
and now with tears in his eyes, begged that he 
and the guilty juryman might be hung then 
andthere. When it wasexplained to him that 
the mildness of our laws would not permit 
such harsh treatment, he desired, as the next 
best thing, that he might be sent west as 
P. O. D. detective. Wile Mr. Ingersoll 
was relating this anecdote, his venerable 
beard trembled with emotion and he owned 
that the impressive scene had (under the 
divine guidance) been as an instrument for 
opening his eyes and showing him the error 
of his ways, besides accounting for the well 
known fact that the present generation of 
Washington lawyers are almost equal in the 
length and fervor of their prayers to their 
brethren of the famous Philadelphia bar. 

The good old man adverted more in sorrow 
than in anger to the awful work which was 
being carried on by the apostles of infidelity, 
specially naming those notorious atheists 
Moody and % ‘eon, and Talmage. Of 
the late Jerry P ack he spoke without harsh- 
ness, notwithstanding that gentleman’s per- 
sistent attempts to undo the evangelical work 
accomplished by him (Mr. I.). The reverend 
gentleman abhors strife, and avers that he 
never did and never will engage in controversy 
with his enemies. 

While the reporter was being edified by 
these pious utterances, enter the Rev. Ward 


Henry. A long: slender neck a_ hollow 
cheek, a pair of deeply sunken eyes, a 


skeleton-like figure, midnight vigils, ascetic 
indulgences, garments homespun and thread- 
bare, a life passed in ministering to the 
spiritual wants of rude mountaineers—his 
only earthly reward a scanty allowance of 
corn-meal and shell barks, with huckleberries 
in their season, and an occasional present of 
a muskrat skin or half a peck of dried apples 
(more properly callen snitz by the Pennsyl- 
vania Dutch)—such is the celebrated Ward 
Henry. The meeting of these two ministers, 
relics of another and a better age, was touch- 
ing in the extreme. Having exchanged a 
solemn greeting and passed an hour or two 
in silent meditation and prayer, they joined 


Which he did, being | 


no more of this world’s vain store,” which 
they sung with a force and txpression quite 
new to the reporter, and also with singular 
harmony, considering that while the Rev. 
Ward sang mainly with his mouth, the Rev. 
Robert used his nose chiefly—besides keeping 
on an average two lines ahead ‘of his more 
deliberate brother from the mountains. The 
reporter, owing to the weak state of the 
drum of his left ear, was unfortunately com- 
pelled to withdraw and wait on the back 
stoop for the conclusion of this rare flow of 
soul. 

After mutually deploring the sinful doings 
of the age in general, the Rev. Ward Henry 
made known the special object of his visit: 
‘** Brother Robert, 1t grieves me to make re- 
port of the same, but there is one of our 
shepherds, a carnal minded preacher who 
holdeth forth in one of the wicked cities of 
the east, Brooklyn by name. This one says 
it is not sinful to laugh in the Lord’s house on 
the Lord’s day, or to partake of a savory 
dinner on the blessed Sabbath. He hath 
been seen sitting by the side of a profane 
editor who the while drove (as did Jehu of 
old)two horses worth many pounds of silver; 
and making pretence of preaching the word, 
while flowers cunningly sorted and set out 
by the idle hands of certain light minded 





sisters, did pollute the sanctuary. Brother, 
raise thy voice against this wolf in sheep’s 
| clothing. Yea, smite him hip and thigh as 
with the sword of Gideon.” At this state- 
ment the Rev. Bob gave a groan that seemed 
to affect even the passing street car. Then 
he answered, ‘‘ Alas, my brother, what you 
tell me is only one of the signs of the utter 
godlessness of the age. And grievous it is 
to reflect that many weak-minded Christians, 
some of them even rulers in Israel, puffed up 
by vain science and learning, are chiefly to 
blame by reason of their loose method of 
interpreting the word. What we want, 
brother Henry, is to hold on to the letter of 
the scripture, abating not one jot or tittle. 
| And I,” continued Mr. Ingersoll, with a 
| prophetic look, ‘‘who have been in an 
| especial manner called and set apart for the 
| confounding of the infidel, have been labor- 
ing for some months on a work which may 
be the humble means of arresting this flood 
of atheism.” Here the preacher modest] 

laid his hand on a pile of manuscript which 
seemed to the reporter capable of weighing 
eight or ten pounds. It was gathered from 
the conversation between the two illustrious 








divines that Mr. Ingersoll, in his forth-com- 

















DEMOCRATIC 


DEMOCRACY 


GRATITUDE. 


Independent Boy, who has re- 


stored his pocketbook, walks off despondently)— 
“Gg 4 t) anil. " darling, an’ me ble S8tN]. Thats 
pln ly. Refo m hone sty is its own reward,” 


ing volume, expects to prove first: that the 
depravity of the age can be clearly traced to 
the fact that certain sons of Belial doubt 
whether Eve was made out of only one of 
Adam’s ribs; second, that there is no hope for 
the American people except in a wth re- 
turn to the brimstone and original sin of 
of their fathers; and third, that it is according 
to the law of nature, and reason, and common 
sense, that the miscreant who forgets or 
doubts a single one of the ornaments of 
Solomon’s temple will be, and of right ought 
to be, damned without benefit of clergy. 
When his visitor was about to depart, the 
venerable host inquired whether he would 
not take something for the ‘‘ needful 
sustenance of the flesh,” as he explained, 
‘Yea verily,” answered the Rev. Ward 
Henry, ‘‘ though the spirit fain would fast, 
the sinful body craveth carnal nourishment.” 
Then Mr. Ingersoll, whose only weak point, 
perhaps, as a saint, is his boundless—we had 
almost said his reckless—spirit of hospitality, 
went out and presently returned; bearing in 
one hand a calabash of pure fresh water 
sparkling from the pump, and in the other a 
huge cabbage leaf on which was placed the 
ample half of a four cent loaf of plain, but 
wholesome rye bread, flanked by six potatoes 
of the famous Peerless variety, boiled with 
their coats on. The reporter would gladly 
have staid to see the end of this interesting 
meeting, but understanding that it was the 
unvarying habit, both of Mr. Ingersoll and 
Mr. Henry, to consume not less that an hour 
in saying grace before falling to, even when 
the meal was an ordinary one, and when the 
meal might more properly be called a feast, 
as in the present case, to prolong that open- 
ing exercise through half a day—he was con- 
strained under pressure of worldly affairs to 
cut short the interview. 


ORDNANCE OFFICER (appointed to test 
newly invented projectile)—‘** Hello, Mr. — 
here’s your last three-hundred pounder all 
shivered to smithereens! I’m afraid it won’t 
be the thing, you know.” 

Inventor—‘‘ Never mind, Cap, that will 
| be all right. You will recollect that all I 
promised the Department was that any one 
of these three hundred pounders would go 
through a sixty inch steel plate and come out 
intact; but the corporal here tells me that 
just as he fired the last shot, the great Re- 
former, the Rev. Diddler Dedbeets, crossed 
in front of the target: the ball struck him 
full onthe cheek, and, of course, went to 
| pieces. Mustn’t expect miracles, Cap.” 


MACKHOWLY. 
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THESE are, or ought to be, great times for 
the advocates of Women’s Rights. A female 
has appeared as candidate for the Presidency, 
and now a play, in which no male being is 
allowed to take part, has proved a success at 
The Comedy Theatre. 

‘*An Adamless Eden!” Why, the very 
title of the play must be sweet music to the 
ears of Susan B. and Belva L. 

Not a man upon the stage—not even a 
male musician in the orchestra. If the 
women were not so good-looking, and if they 
left a little more to the imagination of the 
audiences, their performance would be almost 
like a Sorosis meeting at Delmonico’s. 

We don’t know what the world is coming 
to, but if plays of this kind become a rage 
Macy’s and numerous other shops may, in 
time, become depleted of saleswomen. 

It is evidently pleasanter for a pretty girl 
with a dainty foot and ankle, to caper before 
the footlights in a pair of fifteen dollar silk 
stockings, to the tune of forty dollars a week, 
than it 1s to stand behind the counter in a 
faded alpaca gown and shriek for “‘ cash” 
for seven dollars a week. 

Of course, if female comedy companies 
continue to increase, there will be a falling 
off in the demand for male actors. In that 
case, the ‘“‘ mashers” can take the places 
left vacant by their more fortunate sisters, 
and the young men can continue to captivate 
soft-hearted females who buy ribbon by the 
yard, and caramels by the pound. 

A new operetta is in preparation at the 
comedy, in which there will appear new 
features, new faces, and new—ankles! 

** Adonis” has reached its one hundredth 
night at the Bijou. No signs of a change 
in the programme. 

Miss Lillie Grubb has again essayed the 
marriage act. Now she is, in private life, 
Mrs. David Hayman. We wonder what she 
would take to change her stage name. 

This week finds John T. Raymond at the 
Grand Opera House, and Aimee at the Fifth 
Avenue. 

By the way, a certain paper that is always 
to be found in Barber’s shops and bar-rooms, 
has been publishing a paragraph to the ef- 
fect that Aimee’s success in her new play 
is ‘‘owing to the suggestion of naughtiness 
in the title thereof.” What suggestion of 
naughtiness there is in the word ‘‘ Mam’- 
zelle” we have not as yet been able to dis- 
cover. Any information on the subject will 
be thankfully received. 

This is the last week of Italian opera at 
the Academy. Large audiences have filled 
the house at nearly every performance, and 
to the uninitiated it looks as if the manage- 
ment was making money. But appearances 
are deceitful, and when the Academy direc- 
tors come out in full force, Mapleson finds 
himself in much the same condition that 
Artemus Ward was in, when he lectured in 
Salt Lake City and gave Brigham Young a 
ticket admitting himself and family. The 
Colonel is plucky, however. His motto is 
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‘‘never say die,” and we hear he has already 
engaged Nilsson and the French tenor Tala- 
zac for next year in America. 

Minnie Maddern preceded John T. Ray- 
mond over at The Grand Opera House. She 
gave the west siders a chance to witness Mr. 
Howard P. Taylor’s ‘‘ Caprice,” that did 
no good at all over at the New Park Theatre 
last August. 

The New Park, along with the Old Park, 
has now become a thing of the past, and the 
sign, ‘‘ Museum and Menagerie,” now graces 
the building at the corner of Thirty-fith 
Street and Broadway. Admission ten cents. 

Mme. Victoria Huelskamp-Morosini con- 
tinues to pervade the town. Her pictures 
are scattered broadcast over the city, and 
she is announced to sing here, there, and 
everywhere. 

Charlotte Thompson, in ‘‘ Jane Eyre,’ 
and Louise Pomeroy, in “The Outcast,” 
are playing simultaneously at the Star and 
at the Fourteenth Street Theatre. This is 
a fine season for chestnuts. 

The Madison Square management and Mr. 
Gillette are still at loggerheads over different 
versions of the same play, and the two com- 
panies have made things lively in several 
towns. 

The Pavements of Paris,” under the man- 
agement of Mr. John Rickaby, is about as 
successful as any piece on the road. 

Things do not seem to run smoothly at 
The Lyceum Theatre School. 


dissatisfied, and some of the teachers are 
aggrieved because they have not received 
their pay. 

Emma Thursby has generously given one 
hundred dollars towards the Brignoli Monu- 
ment Fund. Patti’s munificent contribu- 
tion to this cause reaches the sum of twenty- 
five dollars. 





Christmas Cards. 


A COMPARATIVELY little while ago, nearly 
all the Christmas cards sold and mailed in 
this country were imported, and foreign 
stationers had a practical monopoly of the 
business. But, by degrees, as the pretty and 
graceful custom of commemorating in this 
way the great anniversary of the Christian 
year grew in popularity, American firms 
took part in the competition, and have proved 
themselves fully able to supply the demands 
of the home market, and even to meet the 
English manufacturers on their own grounds. 
The Christmas cards designed and manu- 
factured by Prang, of Bond street, in this 
city, have, for some time, been more eagerly 
inquired after than any others, and the taste 
which this firm has always displayed in the 
pretty industry warrants the popular prefer- 
ence. This year Prang’s designs in Christ- 
mas Cards are more beautiful than ever, and 
their variety is almost endless. The only 
difficulty which memento-senders will have 
to encounter in making their selections, is 
that arising from an embarrassment of riches. 





THE fountain of youth—a soda fountain. 


** Aunt Jane, is it quite true that a lady 
may ask a gentleman to marry her, if it is 
leap year? ” 

* Yes, my dear; quite true.” 

‘* But if he don’t want to marry her, Aunt 
Jane, what must he do then?” 

‘**He must give her a new black silk dress, 
my dear, and then she understands.” 

“Oh! Aunt Jane! Aunt Jane? Nowl 
know why you have so many black silk 
dresses.” 


Rumors are | 
afloat that some of the pupils are more than 








} 
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HAPPY THOUGHT PUT TO FLIGHT. 
Geo. WASHINGTON JonNnson — ‘‘ Golly, Marm, 
| this is a case Sor arlitratio = 
MARM ‘Nah! sah! This be a case of condign 


| punishment.” (Whack! whack! whack!) 


Gents’ Winter Styles for 1884-5. 

Iie entered the tapestried sanctuary of the 
Daily Bass Drum yesterday morning and 
said he was a reporter of Gentleman’s 
Fashions, and would like to get us up an 
article on winter styles. He was a young 
man with irretrievably red hair, and there 
was an air of intelligence and cloves about 
him, and he wore a kind smile and freckles 
on his face. His clothes were in the last 
literary stage, and there was a brightness in 
his eye and on his knees and elbows. We 
told him to go in, instead of to go out, and 
he thanked us and got a dollar for stationery— 
though we thought it was unstationary he 
wanted to get with it—as we are always ready 
to help genius in trouble and sometimes to 
help it out. Promising to bring the article 
in the evening, he left. About dark a 
seemingly dead body was borne from a car- 
riage and gently laid on the floor of the Bass 
Drum office. We saw that it was the re- 
mains of our fashion reporter. He was 
nearly gone, more than half gone surely, but 
his pulse beat feebly. His eyes were closed. 
He seemed to be trying to point to his breast 
pocket. We went through him tenderly, 
took everything he had in his pockets, loaded 
him on a dray, and sent him off to the 
hospital with a request to bring him to life 
if they thought it worth while. In the left 
breast pocket we found this article entitled: 

GENTS’ WINTER STYLES. 

Gents costumes will continue to be worn 
this winter, all reports to the contrary not- 
withstanding. Prince Albert cut-away pants 
will be worn long sleeved, and with a little 
more slack than usual so as to be got down 
over boot-tops without greasing the tops, as 
boots will appear again, and they will con- 
tinue still to have pockets in them whether 
you have anything to put in them or not. 
The material will range all the way from 
broad-cloth to rag carpet, and back again by 
the same route. 

Vests will be made swallow-tailed, with 
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WELL POSTED. 
8. 8S. Teacner—‘ Low many of the commandments 
do you know?” 
New ScnoLtar—‘‘ Tlow many of them are there ed 
8.S Teacuer—‘ Ten of course mn 
New Scuotarn—‘' Wel’, I know the hull of them: 
Ten!” 


high instep and square at the toes for eve- 
ning receptions, and open at th back except 
in cases where they find it too much trouble 
to slip it over their heads and t’ ey have 
their hair to comball overagain. They will 
be cut high in the neck, so in case your 
laundry should not happen to arrive in time, 
ete., and very short in thesleves. They will 
have no poc set i. them for watches, as this 
winter all time will be turned into money 
for the purpose of paying for the clothes, 
time itself being played out with the tailor. 

Dress coats this winter will be cut either 
long or short, according to the size of your 
pile, though a few who run always to the 
extremes will wear coats so short that the 
vest is greatly exposed beneath them. The 
simple suggestion to them will be “ Pull 
down your coat.” Men with longest legs 
will stick as they always do to the shortest 


coats, and nothirg can change them. 
Promenade coats will have tails leng 2nough 


S 
to reach below the overcoat, so as to let 
people readily see that you really have cn 
under coat abo rd, and sedentary people will 
have the tails extra padded for comfort in 
sitting down, especialiv at church or on the 
slippery sidewalks. You can get your tailor 
to put imitation grease-spots on the collars, 
lapels, or the sleeves which will defy in- 
spection and fool the best of them, for a 
small sum extra. Coats will be buttoned up 
close to the neck this winter, as it will be 
convenient in case your vest has been delayed 
on tne road. There will be one outside 
pocket into which you can pin a piece of 
gaudy silk and let on that it is a handker- 
chief. Wedding coats will not be much 
worn this season from the simple fact that 
they, with the accessories, come too high, 
and also from lack of oceasion. The few 
that will be displayed will be looked upon 
with envy, and many hearts will ache to 
wear one. DBlacksmith’s aprons, for prome- 
nade wear, will have pants and sleove attach- 
ments, and will be all the rage among the 
elite. 

Ulsters will be eut with a large spring 
over the instep and also aspring at the knees, 
and the rear will be en train. The re- 
modelied overcoats will be pretty much in 
the same style as they were last year, unless 
they may be shortened by cutting enough 
off the tail to make a new collar. 

The fashions in gents’ shoes will be various. 
Large shoes will be worn by men having 
whole-souled, large feet, and small shoes will 
also be in vogue for snall feet. The Bern- 








hardt shoe will still have sixteen buttons 
and reach to the elbow. High-stringed 
shoes will only be worn by high-strung men. 
Calf shoes will be made different from horse- 
shoes this winter, and kid shoes for the kids, 
lined with woo ‘en socks, will beat bare feet 
all hollow. 
holes in shoes which can loast of having 
them, and prevent the h lee from being 
kicked off and lost. Poin ed shoes will be 
extra ground so they will split the wind with 
less difficulty, and bias heels will be much 
worn. 

Hurd hats will be worn or hard heads, 
and soft hats on soft heads. ‘The fashion of 
wearing a bricw in the hat to keep it from 
blowing off will be all the rage among the 
most sociable sets. 


that have no brains in them, and we would 


| beg them to swap the hats off and get some- 


thing of a different style, fortheir own looks 
and for their own sakes, and their friends. 
Last year’s gloves will keep their old 


places, slightly out at the toes and at the | 


heel, soles a little thin, and the uppers 
cracked to let the cold out. Young men 
can save up the mittens they get until thev 
get mates, if they ever do. Ear-ulsters will 
be made of buffalo-robes, if you can get them 
big enough. 
the weather, will be heavier this winter. 
Ilot scotches, for inside wear, will be much 


| larger; cigars will also be worn larger for 


increased warmth, while the hair will be cut 
bias, and young men_ will 


We are extremely sorry to | 
see that some men this winter will wear huts | 


Canes, for protection against | 


endeaver to | 


Gums will effectually preserve | 





cultivate the acquaintance of larger mus- | 


taches for winter use.” 
A. W. BELLAW. 





Eactt winter there is an access of religious 
fervor and earmits become popular. 


Young Democrat (who doesn’t exactly 
know what it means)—‘‘ Well, we’ve reached 
the promised land at last, and [ suppose the 
milk and honey 1s ours.” 

Old One (who knows exactly what it 
means) — ‘‘Milk and honey be blowed! 
We’ve got back to the flesh pots and whisky 
jog. That’s all there’s of it. Stick to the 
old version, young man ” 





Tre Arizonian was explaining that “down 


to Bloody Shirt we used to have dog fights | 


and chicken fights, and a fandango every 
Sunday all day long, but since the new 
railroad come into town from Sandego, and 
brought along with it a new class of society, 
you didnt see no sich amusements worth 
worth looking at in Bloody Shirt no more. 
Elderly member Y. M. C. A.— ‘‘Ah, 
yes, these railroads are under the divine 
guidance, great civilizers. Increased facilities 
for communication have a tendency to banish 
such rude and brutal pastimes by introduc- 
ing a more refined social clement. The in- 
fluence of Christianity is being extended by 
seemingly worldly means, and these great 
railroads, next to preaching the gospel—” 
Arizonian—‘*‘ Yes; you see, now before 
one of the bird’s hes time to fetch blood, one 


of the boys gits his head broke fur tryin’ to | 


break through the ring; then his friends 
take it up and the chickensis forgot. Similar 
the proceedin’s is interupted at a dog fight, 
and afore we have time to give our limbers 


a shake at a dance, one of these galoots sends | 


a bullet whuzzin’ over your head, then the 
main part draws their weapons, and, of course, 
under sich circumstances the ball langishes, 
and afore midnight we have more or less 
corpses on hand. 
dull down there that some of the boys couldn’t 
stand any longer, so we pulled np and got.” 


No, Sunday’s is gittin’ so | 


TIME WAITS FOR NO MAN. 





Yocne Party—‘“ My watch ain't going, is yours?” 
OLD Part y¥—** Going,— why—iis— gone “hy 





**STUDENT” would like to have our opin- 
ion us to whether smoking or chewing to- 
bacco is injurious. We believe smoking al- 
ways injures tobacco. Bologna sausage and 
Dutch herrings, we understand, are some- 
times smoked to correct their inborn weak- 
ness, but tobacco is strong enough by nature. 
Chewing also undoubtedly injures the weed, 
but it can’t be helped. A friend of ours had 
a valuable neighbor who came near losing a 
fourteen year old son by swallowing a plug 
of old-fashioned twist whole. Besides, from 
Sam Stick’s time duwn to this present day 
of writing, our national vice has been bolt- 
ing our victuals, and the fatal consequence 
is that we have no navy. Therefore chew, 
“*Sthdent ”—but hold on a moment; there's 
another way of handling the weed that we 
have heard of but never tried. It is held by 
certain wise-looking persons, that the proper 
way of using tobacco, if one would get most 
good out of it, is to eschew it. Better beg 
or borrow a plug or two and give this method 
a trial. 

Mr. Moon icut vy had a run of bad Inck 
last week. ‘Three chickens accompanied 
him as he was returning home on Wednesday 
morning—chickens the property of one of 
those excellent thick-headed old Rerks Co. 
gentleman who threatencd in the purest 
Pennsylvania Dutch to ‘ Scline (prosecute) 
der verflammte negher.” ‘The poultry was 
thankfully eaten without loss of time, then 
Moonligi.tly bethought h'm of another of 
his neighbors »!:ose head was thin, as be- 
came a philospher. ‘To him he went and 
begged t.. be helped cut of what he called a 
**finanicial difficulty,” his scrape, namely, 
with the Dutchman. ‘Invest in other stock 
and recoup yourself like a ™hite man,” said 
Philosophy. The advice looked sound and 
Moonlightly, being aware that Philosophy 
was owner of a likely shote, invested accord- 
ingly the very first night it was dark enough 
to do so with profit. But fortune has no 
eye for color, the stock depreciated on his 
hands, or, technically speaking, the hog 
died. 

Mr. Moonlightly, though he never had the 
advantages of schools, churches and saloons 
in his early years, can draw a moral as well 
as the next man. And this is the moral as 
he has drawn it: that gentlemen of his race 
should never meddle with stock after the 
manner of white folks but ‘* stuck to de 
anima.s what hab feathers.” 
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BUT SWEET. 


SAUCY, 


He—‘ Come, little girl, sing me a nice song.” 

Suge —‘ Will you accompany me?” 

He—‘“‘ Certainly ” 

Sue—‘‘ Well, let's go ’round the corner then, and 
get some candy.” 





Another Lie Nailed Up. 

It is slyly whispered around the globe that 
Iam lazy. Bless your soul, I haven’t got a 
lazy bone in my umbrella. I have no dis- 
taste for work; is is one of my delights to sit 
and read about all kinds of work, and you 
have no idea how much exercise it is and what 
an appetite it gives me for dinner; and if 
you would see me eat you would not think 
there was any laziness about me. My land- 
lady says I work harder at the table than 
any of the rest of the boarders. There is 


not a minute in the twenty-four hours that | 


I am not doing something, breathing or 
something else. You never catch me sitting 
down and quitting breathing for an hour or 
two like some people want to. I am too 
industrious for that. 

I maintain that work is the most enobling 
of all avocations, and always keep telling 
them so. When I have a man working for 
me it never makes me tired, no matter how 
hard he works, he might work himself to 
death and you never hear me complaining. 
Why, when I was young and followed a trade 
for exercise, my boss used tosay that [ could 
yut off more work than any other hand he 
bad; he said I was always putting it off, and 
yet it never seemed to exhaust me much. 
No matter how hot it is, I can roll up my 
sleeves and pitch in and rest harder than al- 
most anybody else, and you don’t hear me 
grunting, like some. 

Talk about me doing no work! Look at 
a single instance. Is it not the very hardest 
work in this world for me to pay my bills? 
Don’t it make me sweat? You have no idea 


opposed to sleeping all the time. I never 
run away from work. You ought to see me 
sitting around where the carpenters are put- 
ting up a new building; and they say I seem 


| to kvow more about the work than they do 


| getting me to work, 
because whenever 





ithe family.” 


| was lszy. 


how much [ weigh when I get set down in a | 


chair, and I rather like these avocations 
which require sitting downtodo. I have sat 
half the night working at whist, and I have 
always thought that, aboveall other trades, I 
would like to be a shoemaker or a tailor, 
especially in dull times. I could accomplish 
the sitting part and not half try. If] had 
to work every week from Saturday night till 
Sunday morning, I » ld not run around 
making a fuss about . and acting ridiculons, 

I was never tired to death in all my life, 
and I have witnesses to prove it. Ever since 
I started out for myself, | have been most 
industriously engaged in growing, and very 
few men have made a better job of it. I ai- 
ways get up when the snn is up and goto 


bed when it is down, and am dreadfully | Lostun Post. 


themselves, and they are gool workmen. I 
firmly believe most everybody ought to do 
something, or sce that it is done; and toil is 
honest and honorable for some people. 

My father never had any trouble 
like fathers have, 
he wanted me to do any- 


about 


some 


thing right quick he always asked my brether | 


John to do it, and I suw that it was done, 
Some boys would go howling around about 
it, but I never cid; and especially when 
there was wood to saw I always was there 
with a bacon rind to grease Jehn’s saw, and 
my father used to Say that he never suw a 
boy who could swing a scythe farther away 
than I could. I was raised on a farm, and 
certainly that isa place where laziness ean 
never thrive. I left home without a eent in 
my pocket, and made my own way, though 
I was born without an edueaiion, My 
teacher always said that I worked hard over 
my studies; if [ would only get down fo the 


studies; and no scholars ever f 


} 
got ulead of 


me without they got above me. 

Work! why, I like even to labor under a 
mistake ora hallucination. I love the very 
money that a workingman gets. I] have net 


hesitated to seize the plebeian handles of a 


wheelbarrow and go along the streets with 
Simpson in it, just after election. I even 
work like smoke to ot out of work. My 


mother used to think I was of such prom- 
inence in the household that she used to 
point to me and say, ** there is the res/ of 
Of course, she meunt that I 
wus the balance of it. 

I never 


run after a railroad train or a 
street cur. There are lots of things I don't 
do. Myneighborssaytoomany. But I love 


to be quiet. If I —— to do any work I 
thoroughly consider it in all its bearings to 
be sure of it. This “aie tukes a few days. 
I would make a good ‘plumber if it wasn't 
for the plumbing. I take no part in walking 
matches, and avoid overheating myself at 
anything, as it is not healthy. Some people 


think that work is a terrible ‘thing. but. la 
me, | don’t think anything atallof it. Thi 
intervals between work 1 always did enjoy, 


and I don’t care how hard Iam expected to 
rest I can always accomplish it satisfactorily. 

Ilowever, I never did quite get il down so 
fine as to look on labor as a recreation, but 
as a necessity when all things else fail us, 
and the man who won't work like a 
will get no sympathy or job of m2 

I cannot sce how the report got out that I 
It astonishes me. Why, I have 
been lately thinking of coming ont next year 
as a workingman’s candidate for governor, 
This report may injure my cause. 


Turk 


BROWN. 





“Wat's that yon’ve got here?” esked 
an a quaintance, * Shotgun, for my little 
boy.” nig Why, thisthing's dangerous. The 


7? + Ves? well, 


—Arkansaw Traveler. 


barrel is cast-iron. 
my step-son.” 


he’s only 


A FLoripa judge recently descended from 
the bench and whipped a lawyer. Appar- 
ently, we were mistaken in thinking that all 
the legal talent in the country was confined 
to Vermont.—Burlinglon Fi ee Press. 

AN Indian has sueceeded in 
number of parrots for opera singers. The- 
atrical managers should preenre on at once, 
so that in case the prima donna is taken sick 
a substitute may be had immediately.” 


training a 











CELTIC 


CONGRATULATIONS. 


A Hard C. 








Jonrs—“‘ Speaking of the principles of 
vou know that Cicero suys—” 


Kic ke ro, you mean,” 


rovernment, 
Smith—* 


J ones—** No, I don t. ] menn Cicero.” 
Smith—** But he was called Kiekero.” 
Sones—** Oli! well, if he was a kicker, it 


don’t matter what he said.” —7Z7ezas Siflings. 





Horticultural Item. 


Tne father sits in the garden and reads a 
newspaper, ILis hope ful, bandy-legged son, 
toddles about hunting for blackberries. 


ae wuddles up to his parent and asks: 
‘© Pana, have b chberrics got lege? ” 
“OF course 


I; 
the y haven't got anv legs. 


’ 


Gro — now, and don't ask me any more 
foolish questions when I am busy reading.” 


hut seems to have 
Ife tuddles up to 


Tommy toddles around, 
someth ng on his mind. 
his father, and suys: 


‘Papa, Oh, papa.” 


“What do you want now, you little 
scam? ” 

‘Pa, blackberries have got legs.” 

‘Nonsense, ‘They haven't got legs gs, you 
for lish boy.” 

** Blackberries got no legs? ” 


NI” 
Then I has just eat up a straddle bug.” 
—Texas Siflings. 





Rio Crande Politics. 


Own election day a gentleman at Laredo, 
on the Rio Grande, observed a large number 
of Mexicans In town, 


“Where do all these Mexicans come 
from?” asked the stranger. 
* From the other side of the river,’ 


plied n candidate. 
‘What are they going to do over here? ” 
“O! the guing to be voted.” 
‘What for? 
‘Por a dollar apiece.” 


are 
) 


Why, that’s outrageous.” 

“Yes, it is too high, but what can we do 
about it? Onur opponents, the reformers, 
have run ny the prices onus. Before the 


reform party was organized we could get all 
Mexiean we necded, delivered at 
the poles for fifty cents a head, spot cush, I 
tell \on it takes monry to be elected to office 
on the Rio Grande.”—TZezas Siftings. 


the votes 
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The Wisest Class. 


“Doctor,” said Boswell, addressing the | 


great lexicographer, ** what class of uien do 
you consider the wisest?” 

‘* Sir,” replied the doctor, ‘‘do you want 
my honest opinion?” 

“Yes, doctor,” taking out his note book. 

“Then sir, you shall have it. ‘The small- 
est cluss.”—Arkansaw Traveler. 





A Jewel of a Teacher. 


A GENTLEMAN of rare educational attain- 
ments, residing in one Of the mountain 
counties of this State, writes us as follows: 

“Mr. Editur, deer sur: if you know of a 
opening in any common schule ur county 
schule in your naberhood to teach T should 
like to have it. The scehule whieh I am 
teachin’ here is a log one and leaks every 
time it rains and 
Please rite soon.” — A’ 


gives; me roomatism. 


fucky Stats Jonrual. 





An American. 

*“Yocr house is on fire, colonel,” said a 
Marapp oaching an acquaintance one night 
during a political ‘* ratification” when the 
pulse of many a man was feverish. 

** All ride, ole boy. Go up after while’n 
put her out.” 

** But the roof was falling in when I left 
there.” 

‘““ Thad so? 
H orah! ” 

‘*Nearly all of your furniture is de- 
stroyed.” ¢ 

“© Thad facet? Saved the well didia’t they? 
All right. Hoora'! ” 

The American i3 an enthusiastic citizen. 
—Arkansaw Travel , 


Cellar ain’t hurt yit, reckon. 





A Change of Atmosphere. 


Tue other day, when it was quite cold, 
Bibulous came in in a very happy condicivn. 
Said he: 

‘©Thish cold weather ish good shing. I 
can shmell wintersh in air. Shay. Fatman, 
don’t you notish change in atmosphere?” 

Fatman looked at Bibulous, fora moment, 
and then, as he caught awhiff of his breath, 
replied: 

‘““Yos, Bib, I do noticea change in the at- 
mosp'icre whenever you come around.”— 
Washington Latechet. 





Up To Snuff. 

‘Ts your master at home?” asked a 
deputy sheriff at the door of a palatial 
residence on Madison avenue. 

* Naw, sor,” responded the new servant. 

“Where is he?” 

*« At Newport, sor.” 

“« TIow do you know he is at Newport? ” 

** Sure, didn't he tell me ifany suspicions 
characthers called to say sv? ”—Lrooklyn 
Times. 





A Boy who once kissed the schoolmarm is 
now the mayor of a Western city. When 
one enters upon a career of crime, there's no 
knowing where he may end.—Loston Trans- 
cript. 

A MAsSActuseTTs tin pedler is missing. 
He probably forget himself and got on tie 
route where he sold an old maid some worth- 
less tins. New England old maids never for- 
get an injury.—Brovk/yn Times. 


| slang word used to signify a ehild.” 


WHEN a couple are making love by moon- 


light their feeling is one of in-fiue-night bliss. 
—Siflings. 


Quire ANoTHER THIna. Young lady (to 


Love is blind—especially if the girl is 


| rich.—Zecus Siftings. 


bookstore clerk with his neck tied up)— | 


** Tave you got the Newport Aquarelle? ” 
Clerk (reassuringly)—‘‘ Ol, no, Miss, it’s 
nothing but a common boil.’”—Zarvard 
Lampoon. 


Over sympathies are tendered to Jrdge 
‘T'ovrgee in his misfortvne; byt it is hoped 


that with the death of Over Continent its | 
vniqve and ovtrageovs style of spelling will 


be gazed vpon no more forever in ovr covntry. 


— Norristown Herald. 


Ir is rather hard on the Republicans to 
lose not only the offices, but alsu the millions 
of dollars they Let on the election. We 
savel a thousand dollars because we didi’t 
have that amount to bet. Such is life.— 
Newman Independent. 


Great Eprron—‘‘ What is that you ask, 
mv son?” 

Son—‘* Can T go chestnutting. pa?” 

Great Elitor—‘‘ Oh, certainly.  TTere’s 
the shears, end over there’s the London 
Punch."— Philad lohia Call. 


BrigNott had no meney when he died, 
lot even aw tenor, Will the funny men 
lease give the coachman arrest.——-F renee 
goe3 on heedlossly encouraging burgling by 
manufacturing 7.759,C99 umbrellas per 
annum.—~S7. Paul ITerald. 

Mr. Smitun—* ‘Kid,’ Miss Arebella, is a 

Miss 
Browne-—"* Oh, yes, for instance; Meude 
here iga kil” 
im»utation)—** Ycs, for instance, Arabella’s 
nu hid.”"—Loston Transer:pt. 


Tue young journalist is known by the | 


fact that he always keeps adictionary handy. 
The old journalist does not bother with 
dictionaries. If not quite sure of a word he 
rives adab at it, and lets the printer figure 


it ont for himself. — Philadelphia Call. 


A Lona ISLAND farmer, while looking over 
a lot of last winter's clothing, feund a bunch 
of clay stuck to the arm hole of a cout, and 
broke it off and examined it. Ie will prob- 


tep is a fast color, when it is used in 
painting towns.—Siflings. 


This is not the time to get married. The 
gentle spring tie’em is the best.— Somerville 
Journal. 


CALVARY is the name of a Chicago ceme- 
tery but ‘* by cars to Calvary” appended to 
funeral notices has a queer Joules ivan 
Herald 


Ir is said that the English farm laborer 
eats four meals a day. Probably oatmeal, 
rve meal, Indian meal and barley meal.— 
Loston Transcript. 


Turk base ballists are inconvention. Per- 
haps some meusures will be devised whereby 


(a ‘*foul ball” when caught by a spectator, 


won't hurt.—//ur/ford Post. 


TREASURER Wyman wants to bid good-bye 
to the three cent piece. It is a practically 
useless coin, except when you can pass it off 
for a dime. Then it seems to have an 
enhanced value.—//ar/ford Post. 


Tue wife of Dr. Tanner used to earn $3,- 
000 a year asa physician before her marriage. 
Now she has lost all that income. It is 
never advisable for a self supporting woman 
to marry a ‘‘ fast ” man.— Lowell Citizen. 

‘<«Jonmnx, I am very despondent. I can’t 
seem to get on in the world. I believe I'll 
blew out my brains.”’ ‘*‘ Good scheme, my 
boy. I believe if you do you will strike a 


|llow at the real cuuse of your trouble.”— 


Miss Mand (who resents the | 


ably be able to use a pitchfork in about a | 


week. His wife killed the wasps with the 
broom.—Prcoklyn Times. 


In Thibet a woman may have four hus- 


Chicago News. 


Kate FIiep avers that she couldn’t get a 
wc ll-cooked dinner in Utah during eighteen 
months. A case of ‘‘ too many cooks spoil 
the broth,” we presume, or else the wives 
were fighting over who should pull the next 
handful of hair out of the old man’s head.— 


| Boston Globe. 





Art Note. 

Miss EsMERALDA LONGCOFFIN, who is 
nol as attractive as she was thirty years ago, 
las recently tuken to crockery painting. 
lu other words she paints her mug, her own 
mug, and she kalsomines her features so 


| artistically that she looks like another wo- 


bands, but in this country she can only have | 


one at a time. Our highest priced funny 
man is now wrapped in deep gloom over an 
attempt to decide whether the Thibetan man 
or the Americzn woman is the person to be 


sympathized with.”—Oi City Blizzard. 


| splendid 


Mavcp—* Oh, I think Mr. Textual isa 
minister! ” Mury—*‘ Why, 1 


| thought it was generally admitted that his 


sermons are very dull and dry.” Maud— 


1** Qh, I never listen to what he says. I 
| don’t eare anything about that, you know. 


| to be re duced, I see. 


; sumers.” 


sut he handles lis handkerchief so grace- 
fully that I could sit and feast my eye: on 
him for hours.”—Loston Transcript. 


Brown—** The duty on Havana cigars is 
Wonder if there’ll be 
any fall in the price of the cigars to con- 
Smith—*I hope not. Every 
time I call on Robinson he passes out a cigar 
that costs him fifty cents apiece! IT should 
be losing a good deal of money in the course 
of the year, don’t you see, if he got them for 
thirty-five or even forty cents each.—Los/on 


| Transcript. 





man. Kosciusko Murphy passed her on 
Austin avenue without speaking. 

“Why, Mr. Murphy, what have I done 
that you should not recognize me?” 

**T don’t know what you have done,” re- 
plied the brute, “ but you are so beautiful 
all at once that I did not recognize you.”— 
Texas Siftings. 





Heavy Defalcation. 

“‘T UNDERSTAND,” said a man to an ac- 
quaintance, ‘that you are no longer post- 
master at Hornville.” 

“* That’s a fuct.” 

“Did you resign? ” 

“*No, they shoved me out.” 

“What for?” 

‘* Misappropriation of funds, they said.” 

‘But you are not guilty, are you?” 

“* Well, I cume out fifty cents short.” 

““That all? They should have made no 
complaint about so small an amount. Only 
fifty cents?” 

“*That’s all.” 

‘* That’s strange. What was the total 
amount of receipts during the entire year? ” 

‘* Seventy-five cents.” —Arkansaw Travel- 
er. 
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SoME has usked how 
of this country began life? 
stock, 


“T Gt 


one the great 
Whi, as nursery 


of course.—Lloumington Bye. 


ess I'll draw my money out of the 
bank. I see the cushier’s wife has a new seal 
skin sacque,” remarked a knowing Franklin 
avenue man.—Brooklyn Times. 


‘© pear, no!” exclaimed Mrs. Silva- 
dollar, ** we were obliged to remain at home 
this year. | did so long to see dear Paris 
again; but paw said he wonldn’t think of it 
while the epidermic lasted.” — Bosion Trans- 
eript. 

Tue Verpict. First Irishman (waiting 
in the corridor—to his friend, rushing in 
from the court)—‘** What’s Tim got?” 
Second Irishman in breathless whisper)— 
** For loife! ” First Irishman—* For loife! 


(with emotion) O 
the thoime! ”"— Lo 


It 


h sure, 


idon Pune h, 


is 


| 
men 


he won't live half 


now reported that Sarah Bernhardt 
is rapidly growing better. It seems that | 
Surah ought not to be sk k very lons re She 


> = 


is so small that medicine ought to take a 


quick hold on her; or, it may be that the 
medicine has to hunt around a couyle of 
months before it finds her. Low is it?— 


Brook/ Wn T) Hes, 
x * * * Deli 


icate diseases 
however indu ed, speed ly 


of cither sex, 
and permanently 


cured. Book of particulars 9 cents in | 
stumps. Consultation free. Adress, World’s 
Dispensary Medical Association, Buffalo, 


N. Y. 








PHYSICIANS AND DRUGGISTS Gombe Iron 
_ = with sure vege. 
o> Spaaateaaeaaaes table Pronics, it 
quickly and com- 
oo ly Cures 
Tidin seca 
Af ‘estion 
A Chiiie 
Fevers, & Neu- 
ralgia. AnD un- 
failing remedy 
for Diseases of 
the Kidneys « 
siver. Does not 
injure the teeth 
cause headache 
or produce « 
stipation, — othe 
Tron medicines dc 
The genuine has 
trade mark and 
crossed red lines 
on wrapper 
Take no other 
MADE ONLY BY 
Brown Chemical Co 
Baltimore, Md. 
—SS 
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BEST TONIC 





MADE BE Al TIF UL. ‘This I jook teach 

t i and other em 
br id r libbon \Work, ete Also n 
taius a chapter on Patchwork, an giv s 
diagrams of several blocks, anda varity 


of new stitches for joining the silk. It: 
tion list of § severalhun 
embroide 


contains a dcs«rip 
dred potserne & be warsous Kim is: f 
Profusely illustrated. ost-pa d, aS 

Age ate wanted. Address, Patten Publis ing Co., 8 
Mth St... New York. 


FREE TO ALL 


To introduce « 





cts. 
Ww 





our goods in every home, we'll and, freoste barge, 
sinat 





b s serere. f ri wteond “nta. 
at “I {ne “Ol Ck ri CoO., Centerbrook, Conn. 


Sat Crxe Lee 


A Sree = —~-- > on of & noted Spedtalaes G (now ree 
ruggists e771 fi! dress 


DR. WARD &  COre LOUISIANA, MQ 











Fre 
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as been ox rove er 
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ge Christmas and ..ew 
is at cost, to introduce 
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"re imported Cc a 
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wells for $2. © and w nt to dealers Satisfaction 
THE Rh. Ls SPENCER CO., Importers, Hartford, 
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| see the « ity. 


| dication that the 


THERE seems to bea crying need for an 
automatic keyhole which will come and hunt 
a@ man up late at night.—JLoston Post. 


AN old maid in Nashville keeps a parrot 
which swears, and a monkey which chews | 
tobacco. She says, between the two, she 
doesn’t miss a husband much.—WMerchant 
Trave le r. 


Yot - not always judge of a man’s 
character by the clothes he wears. Some- 
times the linen is worth a great deal more 


- 2 
than the furniture which it covers.—Doston 
Transcript. 

One of our Western exchanges bears this 
legend ‘‘entered at the post offi 
class newspaper.” After 
paper we cannot but adn 
the editor.—V rool lyn Tim 


Cas asccond- 
“Y: 
loolzine over the 


ire the candor 


“So far as I know,” soliloquized an old 
line Democrat, ‘‘no one in our family he 
been in the government employ for f ry 
years; yes—I must vicit Washington— ) 


on Dost n Gl abn 


Tue Rev. Dr. Burchard is personally one 
of the gentlest and most harmless cf mer 
The banana, by the way, is the gentlest und 
most hurmless of fruit, but it makes mischief 
when out of place.—Lhijadelphia Call. 


AnGry subscriber; ‘* Look here, I don’t 
want your paper sent to my house auy more, 


do you hear?” Clerk: Yes sir’ but where 
will you have it sent?” Angry gern 
‘Send it to h—1, sir.” Clerk: ‘* Yes, si 


If you don’t receive it on time you’ll let us 
know, of course.”—Suston Post. 


““Wuat good does it do you to belong to 
the lodge anvhow?” ‘ What good do I get 
from it? Vl not talk about what I get if I 
am laid up sick, but suppose I was to die, 


then the lodge pays $2,000 down, and a 
fellow can have lots of fun for $2,000 in 
cash.” —Tezas Siflings. 


**T want a flat with plenty of room in 
the upper story,” said a wealthy young 
woman going into a real estate office on 
Fourth street. ‘‘ You are in the nick of 
time,” responded the proprietor; ‘* there 
goes one now, who is looking for just such a 
party as you,” and he pointed to a fashion- 
able dude the street.—-Merchant 
Traveler. 


across 


A SHINY new hat is not an infallible in- 
weurer is the luckv winner 
of an elction bet. A young Newarker 
bought a hat last week, and upon exhibiting 
it to his wife said that he had won it. He 
did this to prevent her asking for a bonnet, 
as she always does when he buysa hat. It 
didn’t have the effect desired, for she at once 
said: ‘‘ That’s good; you won't have to buy 
one now, and I can have the moncy for a 
bonnet.”—Newark Call. 


**Isn’t that Mrs. Holmes? 
doctors gave her up. 
“*She is well. 


I thought the 
She looks well now.” 

After the doctors gave up 
her case she tried Dr. Pierce’s ‘ Favorite 
Prescription’ and began to get better right 
away. I heard her say, not long ago, that 
she hadn’t felt so well intwenty years. She 
does her own work and says that life seems 
worth living, at last. ‘Why,’ said she, ‘I 
feel as if I had been raised from the dead, 
almost.” Thus do thousands attest the 
marvelous efficacy of this God-given remedy 
for female weakness, prolapsus, ulceration, 
leucorrhca, morning sickness, weakness of 
stomach, tendency to cancerous diseuse, 
nervous prostration, general debility and 
kindred affections. 
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Breakfast Coco 


Warranted abso’ «ely pure | 


Cocoa, from which .u« excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocca mixed 


A want 
wro 


with Starch, Arr 
and is therefore far more ec 


cr Sugar, 
onomi.- 








cal, It is cclicious, nm urie “g, 
strengthenin:, cas‘!y dig .sted, .ad 
admirably adapte« f invalids as 


well as for persons in health. 


Sold by Grocers ever ywhere. 


W, BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. | 
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2 that the words “ Pond’s 


ch bottle, inclosed in a 
ring our landscape trade- 
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Inflammation. 
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Taste 
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& Smell. A quick 


& positive | Cc ure, 
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B. A. BABCOCK & CO., CENTERBROOK, CONN. 





PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 


Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 








Their compact f form an 1 accurate work particularly 
wiaj it { Hor Amus¢ Trent F 
WitharFr DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 
may be carned [VIEWS in stoc k, and made to order 
Send for Catalogue HART & YOUNG 
18 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Victok Hv@o, at the age a 83, is build- 
ing a house and overseeing the work him- 
self, so as to be certain it will stand a life- 
time.”’—WDetroit Free Press. 


Miss PretryPpeErtT—‘* Why don’t you come 
over with your sisters to our place some- 


times, Johnnie?” Johnnie (rising ten) — 
‘Well, it’s like this, y’know, Miss Pretty- 
pert. Where there’s a ripping nice girl like 
you, if I came often people might think I 
had intentions; and I’m not a marrying 
man.”—London Fun. 

MONEY won’t make the mare go. Fat 


man (who is in something of a hurry)— 
** Pll give you five dollars to get me to the 
station in three minutes.” Cabman (with 
provoking slowness)—‘‘ Well, sor, you might 
corrupt me, but you can’t bribe that horse.” 
Harvard Lampoon. 


STRANGER—“ Lots of negroes in this sec- 
tion, isn’t there? ” 


Native—‘‘ You bet. Thicker than hops.” 


Stranger—‘‘ How many votes do they 
cast? ” 

Native—‘‘ Don’t know. We never took 
the trouble to count ’em.”—Philadelphia 


Call. 


EARLY 
(in great 
‘Tommy, 
ing. 


Domestic TrraALs. Young wife 
trepidation—to her brother).— 
I’m going to give the cook warn- 
Just listen at this corner, and as soon 
us you hear me say ‘Cook, I give you a 
month’s warning from to-day,’ mind you call 
me, and say I’m wanted immediately.”— 


London Punch. 


‘*Tfow are you supplied this morning? 
asked Fatman of the Milkman. 

‘*Oh, my cans are well-filled,’ 
Milkman. 

“‘ Yes, that’s what your 
plain of,” said Fatman. 

And the Milkman drove three squares be- 
fore the sarcasm meandered through his 
mind.—Hatchet. 


“Wat do you expect Santa Claus to 
bring you down the chimney next Christ- 
mas?” asked old Mrs. Docking of her grand- 
child, Tommy. ‘Grandmother, I am 
surprised that a person of your age should 
still believe in such childish things,” was the 
reply of the little fellow, who will be five 
years old on his next birthday.— Texas 
Siftings. 


‘* Yes, my dear, I would have been home 
before, but, you see, I saw something that 
completely took away my breath.” ‘* Oh 
you did, did you? Well, have you got any 
more of em?” Any more of what my 

?” «Any more cachous, you hard- 


dear? 
hearted man?” But as hesettled himself to 


” 


” replied the 


customers com- 


listen to the lecture he thought, “‘ Well, she 
got on to it, after all.”—Boston Post. 
Composed of genuine French Grape 


Brandy, Extract of Smart-Weed and Jamaics 
Ginger, with Camphor Water, Dr. Pierce’s 
Compound Extract of Smart-Weed excels as 
a remedy for colic, cholera morbus, diarrhea, 
dysentery or bloody-flux, or to break up 
colds, fevers or inflammatory attacks. 
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-NEW YORK.— 





EVERYWHERE to gel) the best Famli- 
ly Knitting Machine ever invented. 
stockings with HEEL and TOE complete 
It will also knit a great variety of fancy work 
for which there is always a ready market. Send for circular 


and terms to the Twombly Knitting Machine Co., 168 Tre 
mont Street, Boston, Mass. 


AGENTS WANTED 


Will knit a pair of 
in 20 minutes 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
TRICY CLES 


Send stamp for Illustrated Catalogue. 


B THE POPE MFG. CO., 


597 Washington 8t., Boston, Mass. 
12 Warren street, New York 


Send 61, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put 7 » elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for resents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 


Address, GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78% Madison St., Chicago. 


CONSUMPTION. 


ave a positive remedy for the above disease , by it 
adowdbeee gg te heer ev ret kind aod of lc ai condings 
i. Indeed, so strong is my faith initsefficacy 
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U tL E TREATISE ont! ness moeee toany sufferer. Give ex- 
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